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Summary: AU New Moon. Dear God, I'm actually horrible at summaries so 
please don't judge me by whatever garbage I'm typing right now. 
Bella-centric, first person; featuring a healing, 

to-be -independent- and- a-lot-stronger- than- canon Wolf! Be 11a. Pairings 
are up in the air at the moment. I wrote this while I was bored on 
vacation, please be gentle . . . 


1 . Chapter 1 

**A/N: Hullo! First attempt at a longer fanfiction (as in, more than 
3 chapters . . . *sweats a little*) I was reading some WolflBella 

fics and decided that I wanted to write my own. Not sure about 
pairings - will probably decide later - and pretty sure I screwed up 
some characters 'cuz I wrote this before I looked at the wiki pages. 
Aaaaaaanyways , long story short, AU and OOC and LANGUAGE and haven't 
read the Twilight books in forever. *cries*** 

**Sorry . . . please enjoy. And review. I need to know what I'm doing 

wrong, after all. XD** 

**AAAAH! Wait! Update! Disclaimer: I own nothing, don't sue me, even 
my kidney (s) is worthless. ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Muscles rippling, cords of flesh bursting under ivory skin, which 
was disappearing underneath sprouts of dark fuzz. Soft and fine, then 
sleek and coarse, shades of dark browns and black, covering the 
squirming skin and cracking bone. My <em>face<em> was breaking, nose 
pushing forward and teeth sharpening. 

All of this occurred in a second, in 
mid-stride . 


Mid-stride? 



_You ' re running. _ 

In the woods, too. The woods that were filled with green, green, 
green, and not enough brown. The woods that _he_ had once carried me 
through. The woods that were filled with bears that hunters ran from. 
The woods Charlie banned me from. 

Yep. _Those _woods . _That_ meadow. 

Laurent . 

My eyes widened a fraction. _That slimy *_leech_* *_ tried to 
_**_KILL_**_ me!_ 

Leech? Like, the . . . oh. Blood-sucking leeches, blood-sucking 

vampires. Yeah, that makes sense. But I've never called Edward a 
_leech. _It seemed ... I dunno, rude. Scratch that, it WAS rude. 

Why did I think that? And why was I running? 

_Laurent . _he whispered again. I hadn't noticed the first time - _he_ 
seemed as much a part of me as anything. Everything. 

_Run faster, _he begged, _Don't let him catch you. Don't do anything 
stupid ._ 

Like stop, I supposed he meant. I almost did. Funny, really. I didn't 
think there was anything _resembling_ self-preservation in me 
anymore. When he left, he took that too. All I had - _Have, remember? 
Still alive. _ - was his. 

But I kept running anyways. It was the first time in a _long, 
_**_long_** time that I felt okay. Good, maybe. The pumping blood in 
my legs, the wind against my hair, the easy grace (_0h, that's new 
for _sure . ) with which I navigated the woods. Trees rushed by me in 
blurs, the damp soil soft underneath padded feet, the whipping wind 
cold and refreshing against a lolling tongue. 

Sweet . 

Sickly sweet, like acid, like * *_bleach_* * , biting at my senses. 
Something rumbled in my throat, some sort of thunder ripping from 
snarling lips. The freedom I felt, the _goodness_ of running, was 
smothered with a steady aggression. I was finally feeling a little 
better, and Laurent __had_ to ruin it. I wanted to turn around and 
punch that stupid Laurent in his _stupid _* *_sparkly_* *_ face. _First 
James was after me, now his friend? The one who tried to get me to 
run from said psychotic vampire hunter in the first place? WHY? 

The more I thought about it, the angrier I got. 

_Please be reasonable, _the other vampire with me pleaded, _Just run 
away. You can outrun him. _ 

Sure I can. A human outrunning a vampire, why not? 

Human? 

But instincts took over forethought, and my feet skid in the dirt, 
spraying clumps of rock and mud as I faced the vampire 



himself . 


Beautiful, deadly, unabashed. Not a hair out of place, and he'd just 
chased me 4 miles uphill. I, on the other hand, was panting for 
breath, lungs heaving with the pleasant burn of exercise. Even with 
the adrenaline in my veins, I lowered my head and snarled at this 
sickly sweet _monster_ that managed to make "puzzled" a work of 
art . 

"How interesting." he said pleasantly, "So we are not the only 
monsters in this world, hm?" 

I smiled with all the false bravado I could. I didn't want to be 
afraid of him. He could 't be worse than James. And maybe . . . maybe 

if I died, I wouldn't have to hear _him _anymore, knowing he didn't 
want me . 

_Bite me, Laurent. _ I hissed. Best thing I could pull without 
cussing . 

Whoops. Not the best thing to say. He really _was _going to bite me, 
after all. 

He seemed amused though, which only enraged me more. He raised a 
perfect brow and smiled a perfect smile. "How mysterious . . . I've 

heard legends, of course . . . but even as a beast, your blood . . . 

I suppose there's nothing for it. Miss Isabella Swan. I've always 
wanted to drink werewolf blood, you know." 

_Werewolf ?_ 

My instincts registered the moment he moved, the intent to kill me 
that he moved with, but my mind went numb. Padded paws with black 
nails, digging into the dirt. A muscled body heaving with warm breath 
and covered in sleek, dark fur. Pointed ears, listening to the 
slightest flutter of insect wings, the snapping of raindrops against 
the crisp leaves, the shift in weight as Lawrence walked towards me. 
My senses were heightened and my mind was stopped. 

Wolf . 

_Beast . _ 

Laurent's hands ripped into my right side, my canine body's instincts 
kicking in only in time to keep his clawed fingers from my lungs. One 
exchange and I was already bleeding, steaming blood pouring from the 
gaping wound, matting the dark fur. It burned, and I screamed, and 
the wolf that was me howled. 

_WHAT ' S GOING ON? WHAT AM I? IT HURTS! HELP ME!_ 

**_Who is this? What's going-_** 

Laurent looked surprised at the fact that he didn't kill me. I 
whined, backing away. All bravado, all confidence, false or not, was 
gone. It was burning, my side was twisting in on itself, and the 
blood wouldn't stop. He tried to grab at my neck but I dashed out of 
the way. Again he lunged, and I ran - his hands missed me by 
millimeters. It was a demented, bloody dance. The beast and the 
red-eyed monster. 



_I'm going to die and I'm a _**_monster._** 

**Who the ****_bloody fuck_**** is this?** 

**Paul, what-** 

Blood everywhere, and Laurent paused our dance to bend down and smear 
my blood onto his elegant fingers. He tasted it, tentatively, and 
grinned. My eyes didn't register the shiver that passed up his body, 
but I heard it . 

"Wonderful." he said. 

_0H GOD, I'm going to die. He's going to drink me dry, someone, 
please . . . _ 

**Someone get out there and SAVE THIS GUY DAMMIT-** 

**Where are you? We'll come and-** 

**-WHO are you-** 

* * SHUDDUP PAUL. ****_TELL US WHERE YOU ARE AND WE WILL HELP 
YOU ._* * 

That voice. It was . . . warm. Familiar. Edward's voice was familiar, 
but it wasn't warm. It made me hurt. And these other voices, I didn't 
know them. Maybe they weren't as bad as Laurent's, but I didn't think 
twice before dismissing them as my own insanity. But that one, the 
one that promised help ... I knew it. 

_Woods, __my mind whispered, _Northeast of Forks, past the big meadow. 
Please, _* *_please_* *_ be real. Oh my god, it hurts . . . _ 

There was a surge of anger as the voices realized I was bleeding 
badly. There was an influx of protectiveness and panic as they 
realized I was not strong enough to run away, just barely avoid 
Laurent's attacks. I felt another gash rip into my left shoulder 
before I could think about them anymore. 

Laurent had greed in his eyes as he licked at his crimson hand. 

Glad to know I tasted nice. 

**_Hold on. We're almost there. _** 

_I can't. It hurts . . . I'm so tired . . ._ 

**_Don't you fucking give up, pup. You damn well better start running 
south ._* * 

_I can't run ... La Push is that way, they'll see me . . . they'll 
run . . . I-I'm not human. I'm not . . . I'm . . . monster . . . 


**_Nothing as bad as the thing you're fighting. Come on, 
newbie-_* * 


* * 


NO. Don’t turn tail on him. Defend. Focus. We’re here. 


* * 



Even before three gigantic wolves sprung from the trees, I knew they 
were here. I saw through their eyes: a man, pale and deadly, crouched 
in front of a small (smaller than _they_ were, at least) dark wolf - 
a whimpering young beast, bleeding heavily and whining softly. They 
rushed to its aid, growling menacingly with bloodlust in their howls, 
and leapt to their younger brother's (sister's, I supposed vaguely) 
side . 

Two other wolves flanked the main three. The leader - **Alpha**, 
someone corrected - was the biggest, fur black and snarls ripping 
from his throat. He launched himself into attack, the other two - a 
dark grey one and a russet-brown one - split to surround Laurent. He 
slipped from their attack, as I expected. 

What I didn't expect was the _fear._ 

**_The leech _****should****_ be afraid of us._** snorted one of the 
other two wolves pressing up against her bleeding, heaving sides in 
comfort, **_Bastard thought he could hurt our new . . . uh, sister, 

he has another thing coming. _** 

That wolf was bigger than the other, a mix of black and very dark 
brown. The other, a paler brown with black streaks and ears, nuzzled 
my whimpering . . . muzzle? Was that the word? Muzzle. He quieted me, 

warm breath snorted from his nose like mist in the frigid 
air . 

**_Sam, Paul, and Jake 'll give him hell for you - don't worry about 
that. _**said the nuzzling wolf gently; and, as an afterthought, 
**_Jake especially. You _****are****_ Bella, right? Bella 
Swan?_** 

_What? Jake as in . . .as in _Jake? _My Jacob?_ 

A surge of protectiveness. I saw out of some wolf's eyes as Laurent 
fled and the three gave chase. This was . . . the Alpha's point of 

view, I thought. The reddish wolf on his right charged ahead - 
* *_Bloodsucking bastard, trying to kill MY Bells, I'll rip you into 
pieces !_** - and the other, dark grey matched his pace. They were 
trying to surround him, I realized. But that ' d be hard without all 
five of them . . . 

I heard myself whine at the two with me. 

_Will they be okay? Who's with Jake? Who are you? I feel like I 
should know- OW ! Ow, stop!_ 

* *_EMBRY YOU FUCKER DON'T HURT HER! _**roared the voice in my head 
that I now recognized as Jacob. Sunny, smiling Jacob - currently 
cursing the black-eared wolf on my right while simultaneously trying 
to kill Laurent. I wasn't the only one to realize this. 

**_Focus on the hunt, Jacob. _** ordered a solemn voice - the Alpha, I 
knew somehow. 

**_This is hard enough with only three, idiot. Kill the leech, then 
you can bite Embry's head off. _**sneered the dark grey wolf with 
him. 



Embry, for his part, was licking one of my wounds that had 
(_Already?_) scabbed over. It stung and started bleeding again, 
covering his snout in crimson. He looked at me, ears pressed to his 
skull and looking as apologetic as a giant mutant wolf could. 

That comment elicited a bark of laughter from the other wolf with me, 
the brown and black, who was promptly snapped at to shut up by the 
black Alpha. Those three started muttering orders and projecting 
points of view, their main focus on killing Laurent now - difficult 
with only three. Their coordination became background noise as Embry 
and the other wolf spoke to me gently. 

**_Hey, little sister. _**he greeted, following Embry's example of 
wolfie medicare; his foreleg rose and put a gentle pressure on my 
shoulder, encouraging me to lay on my stomach. I settled with my head 
on my paws, Embry nestling close and cleaning more wounds - it stung 
but I trusted that they knew what they were doing. 

Soon both sides of me were stinging with newly opened wounds, two 
wolves focusing on cleaning me up and unmatting the dark fur. I heard 
a few telltale _CRACK!_s of my ribs, one collarbone, and my hindleg - 
but after they were seemingly shifted into their proper places, they 
started to heal. 

**_I'm Jared. You're Bella, yeah?_** the brown-black said in my 
head . 

_Y-yeah. Urn ... I hate to ask, but what's going on?_ 

**_We're cleaning your wounds. Jake said you hadn't been getting sick 
or anything, meaning you're still susceptible to infection. Happened 
to Paul, too - the sudden, outta nowhere change. _**Embry explained, 
batting one of my ears playfully with his paw. 

I was grateful for a semblance of normalcy. Suddenly being a huge 
wolf, then finding out Jacob was also a wolf, the watching through 
some weird mind reading thing as he hunted down a vampire while Embry 
and Jared licked me clean - another bought of laughter from Embry 
here, along with an appreciative chuckle from Jared and a snort from 
Paul (the dark grey, I was told) - it was a lot to take in. Embry 
being his teasing self was nice. Jacob being his protective self was 
nice too, even if it was . . . violent. Much more so than I knew; 

looking into people's heads brought up new truths, I guess. 

**_You got _****that ****_right. _**agreed Paul distantly, **_i know 
waaaaaay too much about Emily and Kim than I wanna. _** 

A fit of annoyance from Jared and Sam (the Alpha, I figured, from 
process of elimination) , along with a general feeling of agreement 
from Embry and Jacob. Then two girls showed up in my head, gazed at 
lovingly - almost reverently - one being older and scarred, but still 
pretty, the other younger and a bit shyer-looking, but also pretty. 
Quilete, both of them. And finally, a surge of protectiveness of the 
two, and a renewed fervor to hunt down Laurent and prevent him from 
harming either girl - the way he'd harmed me. 

_Um. Okay. Embry . . . can you explain what's _really_ going on 

now?_ 

**_Ah. The wolf thing?_** 



_No, the process of photosynthesis. YES THE WOLF THING. _ 

He visibly winced at the volume my thoughts were raised to, but he 
gave a good natured laugh and I felt the amusement of the other 
wolves - especially Paul's. I felt that Jake and Paul would love to 
join in, but Sam was having them focus on Lawrence. They were halfway 
to Canada, having zig-zagged over every inch of the woods up to now. 
Laurent was being tricky; he evaded Paul for the fourth time, and 
this time, Paul's irritation was loud and clear: 

**_AAAAGHHH! This motherfucker! Where is he going?_** 

_Alaska, probably. _I thought absentmindedly , _He was there with the 
Denali coven for a bit. I think he liked . . . urn, Irina? Yeah, 

Irina ._ 

Sam perked up at the information. **_How do you know, pup?_** 

I tried my hand (mind?) out at this thought sharing thing. Snippets 
of information from his conversation with me before I turned into a 
friggin wolf were accompanied by memories of the Cullens. My heart 
seized up in pain when _his_ face or voice popped up inevitably, but 
the information got across. I could feel the disgust for my . . . 

well, relationship; but I could also feel a gleam of understanding 
(the tiniest bit) , and a lot of outrage at Edward for . . . for what 

he did to me. What he was _still_ doing to me. The pain felt muted 
now, but that might've been the fact that I was bleeding. And that 
was _real_ pain. 

And all of a sudden I felt faint. And my vision blurred. 

**_FUCK._** was the general consensus as black spots pulsed around 
the scenery my eye were taking in. 

**_The leech must've gotten a major artery - Bella, roll on your back 
so we can see where. _**urged Jared, his snout bloody and nudging my 
shoulder . 

**_Spirits help us, he got her chest. _** Embry whispered in 
horror . 

* *_THAT LEECH GOT HER HEART? _**screamed Jacob; I saw, groggily, as 
anger fueled his limbs and he managed one last sprint to clamp his 
jaws around a shrieking Laurent. Silvery stuff spilled out of marble 
skin, where blood should be pouring. Paul and Sam lunged in on the 
fun, shaking their heads ferociously and tearing a doomed vampire 
into little pieces. All the while, Jared and Embry though 
appreciative of the sight, were panicking over my torn chest. 

_Don't worry so much, Jake . . . you'll get white hairs. Not so nice 
with how red you are . . . Concentrate on not getting killed, 

please ._ 

**_She didn't notice - he shredded her good. _**Jared assessed 
gravely, starting in on putting pressure on my wound by leaning on my 
aching heart (_CRACK ! CRACK CRACK!) _with his front legs. 


I screamed in pain as I felt my still-fragile ribs breaking under 
Jared's weigh. Embry sent a stab of sympathy, but determination; he 



began to clean desperately, trying to gauge the true damage done to 
my wolf body: from the grimness in his thoughts and the fear in his 
posture, it didn't look good. 

_At least I didn't get bitten this time,_ I muttered 
faintly . 

* *_THI S time? __**asked Paul in horror, at the same time as Sam's, 
**_Hold on, pup- Bella. _** and Jacob's desperate yelling of my name 
and various curses. 

_Later, _I managed to answer Paul, at least, as I passed out. 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N: Hey! So to be honest, I have like 6 chapters already typed up 
and am using them as a buffer between me frantically writing more and 
anyone who's waiting for more ... so ... it might be suckish 'cuz 
I wrote it all in one swoop? IDK, just a warning. Thanks for the 
reviews and favorites and follows, it made me super happy!** 

**This chapter's a little . . . well, I'm not TOO too proud of it, 
but it gets the story going and the relationships building, so that's 
all that matters to me.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>When I woke, I was curled up and laying on my side; labored 
breathing, each expansion of lungs greeting me with pain, woke me 
first. My nose sniffed, cautious of blood, but there was little (at 
least, not as much as I expected) . I'd been moved somehow, to a 
little dip in the earth: one side was walled by an ancient tree 
trunk, moss running down its side into the dirt pit, the abundance of 
plants casting shadow over the rest. It was very . . . 

den-like . <p> 

The earth smelled fresh, and I made out long gouges along the upward 
slant lit with sun. Something had dug this recently. Probable it was 
meant to house me. Probable it was scratched into existence by the 
guys . 

Speaking of which . . . 

**_Bella! _**called Jared, his voice all cute childlike eagerness, 
**_You woke up!_** 

A somewhat pathetic whimper accompanied my, __I guess I did. How long 
was I out?_ 

Jared whined. **_a week. You're still not even halfway better, 
though ._* * 

_0h God. A WEEK? Charlie is probably going nuts! Jared, I gotta get 
back! How do I turn back? _My thoughts were chaotic, drowning out 
Jared's attempts at distraction, reassurance, and/or pleading. 

I tried to get on my feet but it seemed I started bleeding again. The 
iron scent was strong all of a sudden, making me sway with dizziness; 
I was only half upright, my hindlegs numb and the rest of me trying 



to drag myself with my forelegs. Jared panicked, threw his head back 
to howl - summon the others from wherever they were right now - and 
starting running towards me. He was far away (**_Sam increased the 
patrolling range after you went under. )__** 

The four other consciousnesses popped into my head, concerned at 
first. Upon realizing that I was trying to get on my feet and go back 
to Charlie, to Forks, they erupted into full-blown panic and were 
trying to tell me all at once the same message: **_STOP DOING WHAT 
YOU'RE DOING AND LIE THE FUCK DOWN._** 

_Can't . . . Charlie . . . worried sick . . . week . . . missing 

person . . . Lawrence . . . my_ cohesive thoughts managed as my 

imagination got away from me; images of a haggard Charlie calling my 
name in the forest, then him alone in the house staring at my room 
blankly, then my death being proclaimed and my friends - what was 
left of them - coming to my funeral and wondering why they were 
there; I certainly hadn't been, these past months. 

I guess my little wolf recovery nest wasn't far from La Push because 
suddenly Jacob (the reddish one, second largest of the pack) was 
there, snarling his annoyance and pushing me back into my lying-down 
position. My ribs ached in protest to the force, but there was no 
sympathy - **_You're being stupid. Bells. Stop that._** Jacob 
explained irritably. 

General, murmured agreement. A casual insult thrown in, compliments 
of Paul. 

_Charlie's somewhere looking for me! _I hissed at Jake, _And I'm 
sitting here in the woods in doggie form, when I should be making 
sure he's not planning my funeral !_ 

Jake's eyes turned cold. **_Maybe if you thought that before you went 
hiking alone, you wouldn't have been attacked by the bloodsucker and 
lying there like you are now._** 

I had no reply to that; I hung my head in shame. I could be dead 
right now, and Charlie would _really_ be planning a funeral. But . . 

. that meadow was my last connection to him. I was desperate, and 
stupid, and heartbroken. I still am, I suppose, though recent events 
have taken precedent. I risked myself without thinking about Charlie 
then - wasn't it hypocritical to be risking myself again, for 
him? 

_Sorry,_ I thought, ashamed of my thoughtlessness towards my father, 
_But . . . is he okay? What are we going to do?_ 

Sam answered, ever the voice of reason: 

**_We hadn't even been sure if you'd survive, pup. In the likelihood 
you didn't, you'd be presumed dead after a while and that would be 
that. However, as you've woken up . . . weak as you are, and injured 

and fighting the phasing fever, I think we can pass you off as having 
gotten attacked by "bears" and being found collapsed in the 
woods * 

_Phasing fever?_ 

**_Sign of being wolf,_** Jacob explained, his gentleness returning; 



the russet wolf curled up next to me, warming me up and poking his 
nose at my wounds. **_Normally, we go through a mega growth spurt, 
lots of fever, and temper issues . . . then we phase. _** 

**_You and me are the weird ones, pup. _**Paul said, amused. **_Phase 
first, fever later. _** 

**_It's why you're healing slow, too. _**added Embry, **_Scares the 
living daylights out of your brothers, but hey - you do you, 

Bella ._** 

_I'm special, though. __my snarky reply went, a smirk pulling my lips 
back into a wolfish grin. Jacob barked a laugh at my expression, 
amused that a wolf could smirk so perfectly. The others - Jared now 
having arrived from his patrol - were crowded outside the den, 
multicolored muzzles sticking through the foliage; seemed everyone 
but Sam was fighting to get a glimpse of me and make sure I was 
alright with their own eyes. I felt my chest warm up a little at 
reading those thoughts. 

Sam said softly, **_No matter what you were before, Bella Swan, you 
are pack now. Our sister. The pack looks out for their own._** 

_0h . . . _ 

I smiled. I always wanted an older brother; seems I had three! Along 
with Jake and Embry, of course, but they were technically younger 
than me. A fact that they scoffed at and replied with, **_But you're 
still a runty shrimp. Bells, so un-technically , we're ALL older than 
you ._** 

_0h, go fetch a stick, you brats. _ I grumbled, amusing all my 
brothers . 

Embry managed to crawl down the slope he'd dug (his memories of dirt 
in his paws haunted him - **_I had dirt in places I didn't know I 
had, thank you very much !_**_) _and he checked over me. I was bad 
off, he saw, but the super healing and stuff would hold me back from 
dying - my blood was being replenished too quickly for my wounds to 
bleed me out, luckily enough. The Forks doctors would be scratching 
their heads in wonder, but the cover story would hold up. 

_So . . . how do I change back, then? I'd like to get back to Charlie 

- and Forks - ASAP. _i admitted; un-secretly, I wanted to show 
Charlie a better me, too. I'd been a zombie until I phased, and I 
regretted it. Maybe it was my close brush with death, maybe it was 
the remembrance of the elation of phasing for the first time and 
_running_, maybe it was the comfort that the pack was giving me . . . 
but I felt different. Better, maybe. Not complete, not yet, but . . . 
getting there. 

Jake managed to interpret my mess of emotion perfectly; he gave me a 
proud smile, and so did Embry (though he admitted he didn't have 
Jacob's level of understanding) . **_You're going to be fine. Bells. 
I've always said, right ?_** 

_Yeah. Thanks, Jake. Now get out. I wanna get back to Forks and I 
can't stay a wolf and do it. _ 

Sam was concerned. **_Are you well enough? I smell blood. __** 



_No pain. The blood is old, maybe? I feel . . . good._ 

**_Sure? If you're like Paul, you can't phase again until the fever 
passes * 

Ooh, that would suck. I _liked_ being a wolf. It was the best I'd 
felt for . . . for a long time. But I had to go through the fever to 

be able to be a wolf all the time, whenever I wanted. I couldn't get 
the first time I ran out of my head. It was too good to taint with 
memories of healing in a hole in the ground. 

_I ' d like to heal as a human and live like a wolf. _I answered, 
feeling happy and light. _I think it will be good for me, honestly. 
And I need to see Charlie. _ 

**_You _****do****_ feel fine. All right - but we're going to be 
right here. _**Jake said cautiously. 

_Outside. That's near enough, don't you think?_ 

Embry and Jake vacated the den, leaving me alone to attempt my first 
conscious phase. They joked that they could stay if I wanted, but Sam 
snarled and branded them as perverts and I got the picture. They 
warned me that it would feel like I got the wounds fresh all over 
again, and that I would start bleeding a lot, and that they weren't 
exactly sure if that's actually what would happen, and that I ' d be 
very sick . . . but I took it in stride. They'd be there this time, 

they'd take care of me. 

It had to be a pack thing, the trust. Paul said it wasn't, that I'd 
been so strung up all this time . . . and so their actual kindness 

and familial concern was prompting me to trust them. I tried not to 
think about that . . . made it sound like I was desperate. 

**_Ready, Bells?_** Jacob asked. 

_Think human, yeah?_ 

**_Exactly. We have clothes for you when you're ready. _** Sam assured 
me . 

I took a deep, painful breath, and phased. 

Oh . 

Oh god. 

This was more painful than I'd imagined. 

A shrill and agonizing scream left my throat raw and tears pouring 
out of my eyes like blood out my wounds. I was vaguely aware of 
terrified, low voices approaching and cool arms wrapping around me, 
wrapping me in something soft and crinkly. Sam's jacket, I thought; 
it smelled like him, big enough for him; the thing was a quilt on me, 
and quickly soaked up my blood. 

"Cold ..." my voice rasped, my body shivering against whoever was 
carrying me like a child, cradled against their chest. 



"Oh, fuck _me . " _muttered a terrified Jacob (he was carrying me), 

"I'm bloody 111 degrees, _how is Bella *_cold?_* * " 

"I thought she was fine!" Jared said in horror. 

Paul gasped sharply. "When I phased . . . all those stupid fucking 

splinters healed, remember, Jared? But during the fever . . . 

everything seemed worse. A paper cut wouldn't stop bleeding, bruises 
stayed for weeks and weeks-" 

"HOW THE FUCK DID YOU FORGET THAT LITTLE DETAIL, YOU SHITHEAD?" 

"Can it. Black." ordered Sam's voice, the steady bass cutting through 
my whimpering and gasping breaths, and Jake's trembling, unsteady 
voice. "Paul, run to La Push: talk to the Elders, tell them what's 
going on. Jared, drive to Forks and give the search parties and 
hospital a head's up. Embry- no, don't phase yet- follow me and Jacob 
until the patrol border, then patrol in Jared's place." 

An outraged whine sounded, I was jostled a bit and I realized Sam and 
Jacob were _running_ in the woods with me. 

"_We _* *__should__* *_ have moved her _* *__bef orehand_* dammit!" _came 
a hiss from Jacob. 

"Calm it. We didn't know. Everything about this is new to us. Focus 
on getting to my car." 

"PAUL KNEW." 

"You know why he didn't want to remember his phasing fever." Sam said 
coldly . 

"So . . . rry . . ."I choked out between gulping breaths; I was cold 

again, and even prone in Jake's hold, I was getting dizzy. I tried to 
smile a little. "I'm . . . jus ... t ... a royal . . . pain . . 


"Lay her down quickly- Excuse me, pup-" Sam mumbled, and tearing 
sounds predated more pain around my ribs, pressure from makeshift 
bandages to stop my bleeding. "That'll have to do. There's the car, 
put her in the back - I'll drive, you bind her up tight. She's even 
worse off human ... we should've waited a few days." 

"WHY DIDN'T WE?" 

"I didn't feel any pain from her - did you? She must've been healing 
quickly as a wolf. Dammit, and she can't phase back! Fucking 
backwards phasers - both of you, giving me headaches." 

Car door slamming. Shifting me onto my back. More painful bandaging, 
gentle hands and gentle whispers in Quilete. A revving engine, a rare 
curse from Sam. A howl in the distance, and the smell of blood. A 
harsh turn pushed Jacob's hands in my side hard, and the rib seemed 
to disagree with what it touched: I moaned, soft and tearfully, 
knowing that our sensitive ears wouldn't be able to handle it if I 
shrieked again. 


Sam became liberal with the word "fuck" and its variations. Jacob was 
shaking . 



I blacked out briefly, the next thing I know being the screeching 
brakes and the sound of a large group of people gathered. I smelled 
dogs - the search dogs that Charlie mentioned a few times. Jake slid 
me from the carseat, a sensation elicit of another painful cry, and I 
heard Jacob talking to my father; he and Sam switched places, with my 
Alpha carrying _me_ now. 

"Officer Swan! Bella needs an ambulance. Now!" Jacob said 
desperately; evidently he realized there was an ambulance waiting, 
probable compliments to Jared who ' d driven ahead I suppose, and I was 
rushed straight there with only a grunt from Charlie. 

Another black out. I was being wheeled around and the lights were 
white and bright. Scissors cut away at the clumsy bandages on my 
torso, gasps expressing terror at the wounds carved into my 
flesh . 

_Vampires,_ I thought to myself crossly, _Can't get enough of me and 
my blood. _ 

"How is this girl still **_alive ?_**_"_ gasped some stranger. 

"She's burning up." 

"Probable infection of the large laceration over her heart." 

"Red and inflamed. Not as bad as it _could_ be." 

"Losing too much blood. Get her into surgery." 

Black out again. 

I woke up screaming, because of a vampire _again. _But not the 
internal, soul-crushing pain of losing Edward; it was all physical, 
these wounds from Laurent. The monitors around me were screaming in 
alarm, my heart rate soaring to probable unhealthy heights - people 
rushed in the previously empty room, shouting at each other and at 
me. I was injected with something harshly, then pricked on my hand, 
and- 

Black out - nothingness. 

"Why isn't her fever going down?" Charlie asked somewhere distantly; 
it sounded like I was listening through a tube. Did that happen 
often? At all? I'd have to ask Carslile sometime. No . . . wait, no, 

_he_ had gone and taken all of them with him. 

All of me, too. 

I felt that familiar gaping hole in my chest, even as I realized 
there were drugs numbing the rest if me. It made me want to wrap my 
arms around my waist, cover up wounds that were not there, really. Or 
were they? I couldn't feel any pain - _Thank _**_God!_** - so there 
might ' ve been . 

I was just a bleeding mess, wasn't I? 

"Bells, it's . . . it's Charlie. Dad. Listen ... I don't care 'bout 

why you . . . why you went into a state after that . . . _boy_-" 



Charlie spat this word out vehemently, "-left. I just wanted you 
back, like before. And now ... I don't care if you open your eyes 
and cry every night. I just need you to ... to wake up. Bells." 
Charlie's voice broke. "This old man can't seem to remember how to 
live alone anymore." 

I wanted to sit up right then and there and hug Charlie, apologizing 
for all the pain I'd put him through. I wanted to promise that 
everything would be better, that he didn't have to remember how to 
live alone anymore, because I was there. I was his daughter. I was 
going to _BE_ his daughter, properly, now. 

But when my eyes opened, a stranger's face was peering at me; their 
eyes widened and they ran out, and I blacked out again. 

_Wake up, Bella. _ came his angelic whispers, _Live. That's all I ever 
wanted for you._ 

I loved him, I missed him, I hated him, I needed him. Damn him for 
hiding in my head. Damn him for leaving me like that. Damn him for 
dangling US in front of me, then taking it away. Damn him for coming 
into my life, storming me by force with his onyx and gold eyes and 
his perfect smiles and his bronze, tussled hair. 

_Come back, Bella. _ he pleaded. _Come back, for me._ 

"I'm coming back." I answered him in that dream space, "Please don't 
leave . " 

_Never ._ 

False promises. 

**Nothingness** . 

"Hey, Bells. Dunno if you can hear me this time, but I'm back. 
Charlie's okay - visits you everyday. So do we - I mean, in shifts. 
Jared always plays you his crappy music, so Paul plays you _his_ 
crappy music, which gets me and Embry playing you _our_ 

* *_superior_* * music. Sam just reads to you. Emily's tagged along 
once - can't wait to meet you for real." 

_Wake up._ 

"I'm trying, I am." 

_Wake up. Please. _ 

" It hurts . " 

* *Nothingness . ** 

Nothing but floating in free space with a hole in my heart and wounds 
on my chest and sides and shoulders. Edward whispering, playing the 
part of my consciousness ; myself trying to answer, trying to _open my 
eyes ._ 

"Back again." announced Paul from far away, "You should wake up soon, 
idiot puppy. Everyone's worried sick - if it's not gross images of 
Kim and Emily, it's even grosser shit about you. Like, I'll take a 



naked Emily over a gory Bella any day, yeah?" 

Faint music. Holy crow . . . _does Paul listen to 

K-pop?_ 

* *Nothingness . ** 

_"_Bells, Paul says you were smiling when he came yesterday. Says you 
like his shitty tunes. Please prove him wrong." Jared said, his own 
music playing. _What? SCREAMO? Who ARE you 
people?_ 

* *Nothingness . ** 

"She SO grinned yesterday." argued Jared. 

Paul harrumphed. "Probably laughing at your shit taste." 

"Why are you two even here?" came Sam's annoyed voice, "Your shifts 
already passed. Bella needs a break from your music wars." 

"Reading Charlotte Russe is NOT going to help." muttered 
Jared . 

"What is **_with_** your obsession with English romance novels from 
the 1800 's?" 

_SAM. WHAT. Oh my god. This isn't real. This is hilarious. See, 

Bella? You have a lot to live for._ I told myself, feeling the smile 
on my face and the surprise of the three as they witnessed it; their 
excited shouting tapered off into that familiar nothingness. 

_Not them, Bella, please. _Edward begged, _I want you to be human, 
not a monster. _ 

_Don't call them that!_ 

* *Nothingness . . . ** 

_Monsters . Beasts. As dangerous as the ones who gave you your scars. _ 
he argued. 

"NO! " 


Jacob's worried face swam into my vision, and I blinked to sharpen 
the sight. His hand was squeezing my own, and I figured that I'd 
shouted that last one aloud. Even in a coma, I seemed to have that 
habit of talking in my sleep. I smiled tentatively at Jacob; his 
relieved smile was sunnier than ever. 

He buried me in a bear-hug that made sure he wasn't squeezing my 
wounds . 

"Hi, Jake." I said finally, muffled by his bulk. 

"You're back. You're finally back." he chanted, making me chuckle. 

I smirked into his chest. Jacob was too high strung about me 
sometimes. I had to calm him down. "How have you and Embry not 
stopped making fun of Paul for liking _K-pop?"_ 



Jacob choked out a laugh, finally releasing me and sitting back, 
grinning madly. "Sam ordered us to stop after the first fight. Paul 
bit me and Embry so hard, we got scars on our necks." 

"Wow, how impressive." I deadpanned, rolling my eyes, "A scar from a 
fight resulting from you making fun of Paul's music. Very macho. How 
aren't all the ladies falling down before you?" 

"Watch it. Swan." Jacob replied playfully, "You've been out of it for 
weeks. How d'you know I haven't got a line waiting outside the 
door ? " 

"Puh-leez. I can smell the distinct lack of perfume and estrogen from 
here . " 

Jacob widened his eyes, his face melting from its easy smile to 
something more serious. "Your senses are enhanced?" 

Nodding, I pointed out the earth and animal on his scent. Jacob 
sighed . 

"Looks like you missed out on the temper tantrums in your coma. 

Bells. You grew a lot. Startled the doctors, but my dad managed to 
convince them it was a Quilete thing. Charlie confirmed that you're a 
quarter - Renee had the genotype, just not the phenotype." 

"Er . . . she has the Quilete genes but doesn't look anything like a 

native." I translated, feeling a stab of pain when I realized who I 
shared that Biology class with. His warning to stay away from the 
wolves came to mind; I wrapped my arms around my middle, like I'd 
been dying to do in sleep. 

Jacob narrowed his eyes, and pulled me into another hug. "Don't think 
about him. Bells. Think about . . . oh, I dunno, the fact that Quil 

phased while you were out?" 

I pulled out of the hug sharply, my eyes widening. "Really?" 

He grinned, though his eyes were a little hard. "He was ecstatic; it 
was honestly creepy as hell." 

I smiled. Quil, Jake, and Embry were reunited after weeks of . . . 

well, separation. Wolves and men. Of **_course_** Quil was going to 
be happy. He lost his friends, one after the other, and had been 
scared for them. I was happy too - got myself another 
brother . 

_Another distraction, _**he** said silkily, plaguing my mind again, 
_from your true world. Leave, Bella. Leave Forks, and be 
happy ._ 

_I'm happy here._ my own thoughts replied hotly, _Stop telling me 
that ._ 

Jacob looked confused as I had an internal argument. I ripped myself 
from hissing at my subconscious and raised my eyebrow at him. "Quil 
was lonely. Now he's got you guys back - _duh_, he's 
ecstatic . " 



Jacob looked thoughtful. "Didn't think of it that way. Ah, well, more 
to make fun of the idiot for." 

The words sounded familiar. I blinked, then muttered, "Remind me to 
bite Paul . " 

A tick. "Not that I'm complaining, but why exactly is Paul getting a 
chunk torn out of him?" 

"As if I'm going to be able to take a chunk out of _Paul-" _I 
remembered how huge his wolf was; him, Sam, and Jacob were pretty 
much _behemoths_- "and because I distinctly remember him calling me 
an 'idiot puppy'. Why am _I _a puppy? _You're _a puppy." 

Jacob looked justly outraged. "What? **_Puppy? _**I'll have you know 
I am a very badass giant mutant wolf, thank you." 

I gave him a sly grin. "I think you mispronounced 'puppy' there, 

Jake. Don't know how - it doesn't sound anything _like _'wolf', but 
you've said stupider things, I guess." 

"Amen to that ! " 

Looks like we had company. I could hear the entire pack crowding the 
hallway, complaining at Jared in the doorway. 

Jacob twitched. "Shuddup, Jared." 

Jared bounded over to my hospital bed, grinning ear to ear. _Puppy_, 

I thought with a smirk; from the identical one gracing Jake's face, 
he was thinking the same thing. "Hi, Bella. You look 
horrible . " 

"Thanks, Jared. Really boosts my ego." 

"Idiot," muttered the newly arriving Quil from behind. 

He grinned. "Anything for you, little sister." he chirped, then 
bouncing on the balls of his feet (shuffling out of the doorway to 
accommodate the rest of the pack), "I've got tons of KISS and MCR to 
give you ! " 

Paul took this as a cue to snarl, "Only three CDs. We agreed." 

Embry barked out a laugh. "We got you all presents, Bella! CDs from 
the best of us-" He gestured to Jake, and Quil who I assumed shared 
their taste in music, "-and the worst-" Pointing to Paul and Jared, 
predictably, "-and weird books from Sam and good food from 
Emily . " 

Our Alpha scowled. "My books are not weird." 

With the whole pack inside, the room was crowded and loud - _How has 
a nurse not kicked them all out yet? _- and after the presentations 
of numerous get-well gifts (exactly what Embry had indicated) , Sam 
called us all to order. It seemed the pack needed to address me; 
everyone's joking and teasing faded into stern frowns, and in Paul's 
case, the ever-present scowl. 


"You've been in a coma for a month, Bella." he started off, (Embry's 



"Real cheerful, Sam." was met with a vicious elbow to the ribs.) "In 
this time, you've missed a lot. We've been trying to convince Charlie 
that it's in your best interest to move in with my fiancee, Emily; 
had to lie a bit, say you were friends through Jacob. It's . . . to 

keep you close to the pack." 

Jacob volunteered, "Personally, Bells, I thought it might be . . . 

well, good to get away from Forks." _From memories of him, _he seemed 
to mean. "You'd go to the high school on the Rez, catch up in no time 
with brains like yours. The Elders know about you and the pack 
welcomes you." 

Sam nodded, but Paul was determined to put in his two cents. "There's 
also the matter of the red-haired leech going after you." 

I blinked. "What?" 

Jacob growled, low in his throat. "Shut _up_, Paul. Dammit, Bella, go 
bite him . " 

My lips twitched and tried to smile, but I looked to Sam. 

"Vampire. She showed up a little after we killed the other one - you 
remember - and we caught her snooping around your house, the spot 
you'd been healing in, and the hospital. Fast and tricky, otherwise 
she'd be _dead_ for hunting one of _my_ pack." The last part was 
snarled . 

I would've been touched, again, by the protectiveness in his voice; 
but I felt frozen. My blood ran cold as I thought. _Red hair? She? 
Vampire? Oh no no no no no . . . ._ I supposed a little of my horror 

showed; Jacob was instantly at my side, sitting on the edge of the 
bed and wrapping his bulky arms around me. I melted into him, taking 
comfort in my friend's gentle hug. 

"Do you know her, Bella?" 

"She's not a Cullen. Broke the treaty line too many times for that." 
muttered Paul darkly. 

I shook my head. "No, she's not a Cullen." I raised my head, looking 
my Alpha in the eye. "Her name's Victoria." 


3 . Chapter 3 

**A/N: Whoa, this is a lot more reviews and stuff than I expected! A 
big thank you to all of you lovely people! Anyways, I need 
suggestions on the pairing . . . with actual reasoning, please? 'Cuz 

I'm a Twilight noob so I don't know why people ship the things they 
ship (besides canon and BellaxJacob, obviously) . ** 

**Help me out, yeah? ** 

* *But seriously, THANK YOU FOR REVIEWING AND FOLLOWING! I'm so 
touched *sniffles* . . .** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>That fun visit had been weeks ago. Fun, because my pack decided 



to grill me on Victoria incessantly; and oh the wonderful memories 
<em>that<em> brought up. By the end of it, it seemed my heart had 
that gaping hole again and _he_ was talking incessantly, with that 
perfect voice and soothing tones that could melt me with just a word. 
Jacob couldn't do anything about it, with the Alpha's orders and all, 
so when Charlie came to visit, I looked as bad as I felt. 

"Hey, Bells . " 

I tried for _some _semblance of a smile. He deserved that. "Hi 
Dad. " 

There must have been something different, _alive_, in my reply, 
because in spite of the situation, Charlie smiled widely. "The boys 
haven't dropped by yet?" 

"Not yet. It's Quil's shi- uh, _turn_ today, but he's always 
late . " 

I wondered briefly what Quil's wolf form looked like. He was a bit 
shorter than Jacob, Sam, and Paul, but he was an inch or two taller 
than Jared. And where Jacob was all 

"big-puppy-that-will-kill-you-maybe, " and Embry was all 

"thin-buf f-kid-t hat -could- snap-your-neck-with-his- left -hand-but -won ' t " 
Quil seemed more " I-am-really-scary-f ight-me . " When I met him with 
the pack, he apologized sincerely . . . but my wolf senses got a sort 

of aggressive vibe from him. 

It was because he'd _just_ gotten over the phasing fever, and he 
still had the temperament issues. In fact, most of the pack had that 
- just not me, or Jared. Nice, actually. I enjoyed rubbing it in Jake 
and Embry's face (and Paul's, if I could manage it without his 
immediate payback in the form of name-calling and a cuff on the 
head) . 

"I'm glad . . . those boys seem good." _For you_ was added, unspoken. 

I'd only been up and about for a bit, but Charlie could see that the 
"bear attack" had been almost good for me. 

We spun a story that the pack had been helping the police search 
(which was true) when Jacob and Paul came across me (the two most 
covered in my blood), all mangled by a damn bear. They called the 
others to warn La Push and Forks, and then I was rushed to a 
hospital. Because they'd all found me in their side of the treaty 
border, they felt responsible - plus, Jacob avoiding me made him 
guilty. Now they saw me as a little sister (which was also true), and 
offered Emily's place for me to move into so that ... I didn't have 
to go back to that catatonic state of things anymore. 

Needless to say, Sam was a good liar and Jacob was a persuasive 
puppy, because Charlie agreed with little reluctance and they were 
already moving all my stuff. Anything to avoid remembering . . . 

him . 

"You can always come and visit." Charlie said, sensing the change in 
mood . 

I smiled at him. "I know. I will - all the time. It's just . . ."I 

hesitated, feeling a bit choked up. "I'm sorry. Dad. Not just for the 
bear thing, but for before that. Because I ... I couldn't get 



ove-over I was ... I left you alone." 

"You never left-" 

I chuckled a little, a sting behind my eyes signaling tears. _Stupid, 
stupid . . ._ I didn't want to cry. "No, Dad. I put you through a 

lot. I was ... I regret destroying my life and part of yours 
because I wasn't strong enough to take a blow." 

_To the chest. Right through the heart. It still hurts. _ 

Charlie shuffled on his feet, then sat down next to me and hugged me. 
Tight . 

"Bells, I was never . . . I'm a cop, Bella. I've got a scary job. But 

I was never so scared in my life, as when you wouldn't respond to me. 
Or when I'd wake you up when you were screaming. Criminals, I can 
take care of; I can fix that. But I didn't know how to help you at 
all, and it was . . .I'm _so_ glad that those boys are taking care 
of you . " 

Those boys. The guys. 

Sam, my Alpha. Tall, serious, quiet Sam that loved Pride and 
Prejudice and Wuthering Heights (we had avid discussions about that 
one, which painfully reminded me of _him_ but not as ... it was 
different, too, like memories were being remade) . Paul, the ex-Beta; 
sarcastic, snippety, secret-nerd Paul with a cocky smirk and a hand 
that always managed to tussle my hair. He called me "idiot puppy" 
because I hated it (I didn't mind it so much anymore, though) . Jared, 
talkative and friendly Jared that didn't want to admit he was 
eccentric and mother-hennish . Embry, little brother that teased me 
without fail but managed to make me laugh, too. Quil, quiet and 
solemn but gentle, happy to be part of the pack, glad to call me 
sister and back Embry up. And, of course, Jake. My sunny Jake. How 
would I get by without his playful joking and his silent 
understanding and the way his eyes lit up when he talked about 
working on his machines? 

Those boys. The guys. My brothers. My pack. 

_Monsters . . . _ 

There was no one I loved as much as ... as _him_, but they managed 
to make me forget him. I was used to solitude and privacy - better to 
break down in, better to react to _nothingness_ - but with six 
brothers that could sniff out a mood change 100 miles away, it was 
impossible to be sad. To brood. To stop. 

Even the anger and hurt I felt when Sam was interrogating me on 
Victoria was better than the emptiness I had been struggling with all 
year . 

"I'm glad too. Even if they _are_ all mangy brutes." I replied, 
pulling out of Charlie's clumsy yet heartfelt hug. "I think the Rez 
will be good for me. Dad. And Emily's a great cook, I can make you 
dinner whenever still." 

Charlie smiled, and it was all hope. "I've got to get back - but I 
can stay until one of them gets here." 



I shook my head. "It's okay. Dad. I'm not _afraid_ of being alone." 
_With the wolf senses, I don't feel like I ever am. I'm always 
_hearing _things . _ 

He nodded, standing and easing towards the door. "I'll come back 
after my shift is over. Bells. Might be able to sneak in something 
other than that hospital gruel . " 

Smiling, I waved. "Thanks, Dad. That ' d be great." 

Charlie left, and I was alone with my thoughts. With _him, _who was 
always with my thoughts - whether it was speaking to me or simply 
hovering in the back of my mind. Always, always there. 

_Why don't you stay with him?_ he asked, __ Or better yet, leave Forks 
and go to Renee. _ 

_Why should I?_ 

_Please . . . _ 

_No ! _ 

He was always talking. He was always there. Whispering. Sometimes I'd 
give in, sit and stare blankly and listen to him. He had the most 
beautiful voice. But I'd been getting better at _feeling_ things 
again, at ignoring his promises of painlessness and love. 

"You're doing it again." muttered Quil from the doorway; he popped in 
a new CD into the player (hooray for private rooms in deserted 
corridors) and strode over, a little smile on his face. I hadn't 
noticed him until then? Paul would've taken advantage of 
that . 

"Doing what?" 

"Thinking too hard. The more you think, the worse it gets." 

I raised a brow. "Some might consider thinking the sign of an 
intelligent being." Quil was always so quiet - like he was afraid if 
he said the wrong thing, he'd be abandoned again. I suppose he took 
Jake and Embry disappearing on him very hard. I tried to coax his 
old, teasing self out whenever I could. 

Quil's little smile grew a little wider. "Maybe. But your thinking is 
usually brooding anyways. I can tell; you wrap your arms around 
yourself, like you're hiding something or curling up." 

I blinked. Did I do that? I looked down, realizing that, yes, I 
did . 

"Oh. And here I thought you all were just really good at sensing mood 
changes . " 

Quil snorted. "Embry? _Jared? _Sensitive? Are you sure the phasing 
fever's passed, Bella? I sense a little delusion ..." 


"Oh, shut up." I laughed. But I quieted and sighed. "I know I'm still 
a mess because of . . . him. Ugh ... I can't even say his name. 



it's that bad. But ... I think I'm getting better. Feeling 
better . " 

"I know. We all do. We think it's, frankly, disgusting that you've 
kissed a blood-sucker, but we're not gonna hold it against you. 
They're tricky bastards. And you're not weak; after fighting one in 
your first phase - a backwards phase, may I add - you're definitely 
strong enough to take a blow. Or seven." 

"Oh. You heard me and Charlie? That's a little embarrassing." So was 
the entire, 

I-love-a-vampire-but-now-I ' m-his-mortal-enemy-and-so-is-my-new-pack 
thing. Oh, and the compliments, blunt as they were; I was blushing, 
of course. "Also, that's probably the most I've heard you say in a 
long time . " 

Quil gave a wolfish grin. "I've got worse control than the others. 
Constantly meditating, yeah?" 

"Glad I don't have that problem. Remind me to high five Jared later. 
I replied cheeky. 

Quil laughed quietly. "Sure, Bells. Oh, by the way, there was some 
sort of fight in the hospital lobby - it's actually really funny, 
people are placing bets. Wanna go watch?" 

I wrinkled my nose. "I'm not supposed to move." Plus Quil might get 
riled up or something, or even get _dragged into the fight_, and I'd 
be hard-pressed to hide a huge wolf Quil in my hospital 
curtains . 

"Yeah, but the nurses are all down there trying to get people to go 
back up-" 

He was cut off by a tenseness that I copied. There was a smell . . . 

a sweet, sickly sweet smell. It was so, _so_ faint. But I knew that 
smell, and suddenly I was in the forest again. Suddenly I was being 
clawed at, torn apart, a hole in my chest and my ribs creaking under 
dark fur. Pain flashed through my body, the iron scent of blood only 
overpowered by that sickening smell. I wanted to throw up . . 


Which Quil sensed, because the trash can was suddenly on my lap and I 
was heaving out hospital gruel. 

Our ears picked up on light - too light - footsteps, somewhere in the 
hall. 

"This blood-sucking, bold fucking _BITCH." _he snarled savagely, 
tossing his cell onto the bed. "Call the others. I'm going to try to 
scare her off without causing a scene." 

Victoria. This was ridiculous - it was _broad daylight_ and Quil was 
here. Then again, if she did her research, we were the youngest in 
the pack - the greenest wolves. I was still injured and healing, and 
she blended into a human crowd more than Quil would, if he got angry 
enough . 

Still unsure if she was insane or brilliant, I dialed for Sam. 



It was Emily that picked up, her voice pleasant and welcoming. "Hi, 
Quil-" 

"Emily!" I hissed, "It's Bella. Please, we need the pack. Victoria 
showed up at the hospital - Quil's gone to confront her, but there's 
so many people around ..." 

She was all business now. "They'll be there in ten. Sit tight." 

She hung up, and I listened intently as Quil's heavy, graceful steps 
faded to meet quicker, lighter, ones. An earthy, brother-scent mixed 
with _her_ scent. It was wrong, I knew instinctively, that the scents 
were mixing without blood. We killed each other, that was why the 
Quilete ancestors took on the skin of the wolf: to kill the threat of 
the Cold Ones. 

_Stay here. Your scent is earthier, now. She couldn't tell that you 
weren't alone, not after Charlie left. She wanted you, but will 
settle for the pack who was annoying her. She likes to play; she'll 
take the wolf and leave. __ 

If that was Edward suggesting I let my brother die so I could live . 


Sit tight. 

As if I was gonna do that. 

"Go to hell." I muttered, easing myself from my blankets. The floor 
was cold under my bare feet, but I was in a rush. He was right about 
Victoria. She liked playing with things; if she didn't, what kind of 
masochistic idiot would she be to have been mated to _James?_ 

She'd get rid of the lone, young wolf first. If only to piss off 
those that killed Laurent. If only to get to me psychologically, to 
make me think I needed to be alone to prevent further harm to my 
brothers. After all, she knew that was how I worked. Who was the 
idiot that went after James with a recording of my mom's 
voice? 

Yeah, that was me. And I'd do it again. 

I stumbled into the wall, grasping at the doorframe. It hurt. It hurt 
a lot. Pain medication was wearing off. Probably because my new 
wolfie metabolism was burning through it. Yeah, I felt like crap. I 
was healing, but it wasn't 100% done yet. 

_Stupid Laurent, stupid James, stupid Victoria . . ._ 

"-if I don't want some little dog? What if I want the little bitch 
you're guarding, hm?" 

Quil's reply was terse, protective. "You will not touch her, 
_blood-sucker ._ You had best leave." 

"You can stop talking now, _dog. _You can also piss off. That girl's 
mate killed mine; **_I want her dead. 

"A fight here wouldn't benefit either of us." 



"And yet, I believe that as long as Edward Cullen's mate dies, the 
laws of secrecy can bite it. You can either move aside, little boy, 
so I can rip the bitch's intestines out, or I can tear your heart 
out, and _then_ I will kill her." 

_Nope, nope, nope, not happening !_ 

I knew they were by the corridor corner. I was at the end-ish of the 
hall. Where the turn was, where the others rooms would be on the 
other side. My room was very, very isolated; they'd expected a longer 
coma than what they got, and then I just never changed rooms. 

I took a deep breath that made my newly healed ribs ache a 
little . 

Then I rushed out . 

"**_I SEE YOU!_**_"_ came a sing-song shriek. 

Quil growled something profane, caught her wrist as they rushed past 
him; I heard a very audible _SNAP!_ but ignored it as I ran for the 
fire alarm encased in locked glass. Sounds of a supernatural struggle 
echoed through the hall, and I smashed through the glass (wolf 
strength was convenient in times like these) and pulled. The alarm 
screamed, and as quickly as Victoria had come, she had screamed out 
her frustration turned tail, slipping right out a window. 

Quil was bleeding lightly and had some snapped bones, and I snuck 
under his arm to hold him up on his one good ankle (Victoria 'd caught 
the other); we hobbled back into my room in its isolated niche. 

There, Quil quickly set his bones and I dug out bandages to bind them 
for the short period he'd need them in healing, along with binding my 
own bloodied knuckles - blood still got me queasy, but this was 
nothing compared to Laurent's attack. Quil sighed. 

"I didn't know she was crazy enough to pull shit in broad daylight." 
he muttered. 

I nodded. "Me neither. But ... I mean, there was barely anyone up 
here. Mostly coma patients with private rooms . . . anyone awake was 

watching the fight downstairs, the one you mentioned." 

He scratched his cheek. "That's true. But still - daytime, crowded 
hospital. She's got a screw loose for sure." 

"She wants me badly. Probably . . . she's angry that I've woken up. 

It would have been easier when I was asleep, healing. She might've 
panicked. She didn't sound all that calm." 

Quil snorted. "True. Good thinking with the fire alarm." 

I smiled. "She mangled you good in ten seconds; I didn't wanna risk 
the ten minutes waiting for Sam and Jake and whoever. And I still 
can't phase, so holding out together was out." 

He ruffled my hair (a habit copied from Paul, damn him) and winced as 
he set his wrist himself. "The pack'll be furious." 


Ten minutes later, Quil was proven wrong. The pack wasn't 
furious . 



They were _beyond_ furious. 

I think Sam had an aneurism, actually. And then his wolf healing 
kicked in before he was my hospital roommate, but still. I could see 
plenty of popping veins, red faces, a few smashed walls and vases. 
There was cussing, lots of that. Maybe unintelligible snarls, 
threats, promises of retribution - the works. 

After the hospital calmed down and no fires were actually found, and 
Charlie was assured I was fine, and they snuck in after dark, we had 
a very angry pack meeting in my hospital room, which Quil hadn't left 
because he was nicking my morphine and bandages to himself. 

"She panicked. When she knew Bella woke, she wanted to get her before 
we moved her into our territory, where Bella would be nearly 
untouchable. At least, that's what we figured." Quil explained. 

Sam snarled. "She got past our patrols, and, right under our 
_fucking_ noses, managed not only to _see_ our pack sister, but 
_hurt_ you. This isn't about why the bitch did what she did; this is 
about _how."_ 

Paul looked murderous. "Our patrols are wider now. We have more 
ground to cover because idiot puppy is in Forks' hospital. It won't 
happen again when we move back to La Push." 

Jake turned on Quil. "Why didn't you grab Bella and book it as soon 
as you smelled her?" he hissed. 

"Oh, yes, blame me - I only got my wrist and fucking foot broken to 
protect her-" 

"We cliff dive, you fuck, you could've jumped-" 

"Because that's a BRILLIANT idea with Bella injured and bloody 
traumatized - the scent hit us, and she started shaking, I was trying 
to calm her-" 

Jared looked at me worriedly as Jake and Quil argued back and forth, 
with Embry reluctantly dragged in. "Are you all right?" he asked in 
that big brother fashion, (or Mother fashion) 

I nodded, feeling a little more than a bit guilty. "I smelled her and 
the first thing I knew, I was being ... I was being torn apart by 
Laurent again. I could feel it again, and I could smell blood . . . 

I'm sorry. First _him_, and now I'm a PTSD patient, huh?" 

Sam, in a surprising display of affection, put a hand on my shoulder. 
"The first phase is hard enough without leeches after you, too. That 
fear, that panic, stays with you." Everyone was quiet as Sam spoke 
calmly for the first time. "That said, no one blames you - or Quil." 

A pointed look at Jacob. "We need to get you out of the hospital. We 
need you in La Push." 

"I need to learn how to defend myself, too." I pointed out, eyes 
narrowing in angry remembrance of Victoria snapping my brother's 
bones - that wouldn't be happening again, not as long as I could stop 
it . 



Paul nodded, an almost . . . proud? respectful? look in his eyes. 

"Run with me, and you'll have the ginger vamp's head between your 
jaws in no time, idiot puppy." 

I appreciated the fact that Paul was trying to get me to laugh 
immensely . 

"This is my fault. I'm sorry." I sighed, though, opting out of 
laughing. "My . . . relationship with _him_ complicated the hell out 

of this. By all accounts, you should be blaming me." 

Sam frowned. "I said no blaming." 

I gave my Alpha a weak smile. "That's just because you all want a 
little sister, and even with the damn phasing fever, I'm still, like, 

5 ' 3 . " 

Jacob laughed shakily. I know he was the most affected by this stuff. 
The vampire thing, the wolf thing. I had a hand in both worlds, which 
was as dangerous as it sounded. And of course, Jacob was all _noble_, 
trying to keep me from that. "Bells, at this rate, you'll never be 
able to punch my face." 

"Well, with the super strength thing, I can always jump." 

The pack all smiled. I remembered from my short period as a wolf, 
their protective instincts of me were through the roof. Paul even 
admitted that it was weird. They were determined to track my ancestor 
wolf, see if whatever role they played in the pack was passed 
down . 

"Bella, we're not going to admit that we understand your infatuation 
with Cullen, " Sam said, ignoring my flinch at the name, "or that we 
condone it. Quite the opposite." 

"Yeah, after what he did? The guy is a shit. Bells." Embry 
snorted . 

Jared patted my shoulder, doing his mothering thing. "Outside of the 
bounds of pack, see, Bella, we will happily say that Cullen is a 
little bitch for abandoning you. Especially if you were . . . ech, 

_close_ enough to have been mistaken for mates." 

I ran my hands through my hair - which was thicker and even _longer_ 
after the phasing fever. "How the hell did this even happen? I was . 

. . I was closer to the C-Cullens, more than any of you. Shouldn't I 

have been the first to phase?" 

"We'll get to the bottom of it, idiot puppy. But for now, we need to 
keep the redhead bitch away from you. Damned leeches. They can't get 
enough of you." muttered Paul darkly. 

"It's my blood." I muttered, "Even wolf, they like it. I know. 

Laurent said so." 

A collective shiver. "That's just wrong. We're their opposites; 
they're supposed to __hate_ us." Quil whispered, "Is it because you're 
female, do you think?" 


"I've been bitten before. 


I admitted. 



Jacob bristled, and so did - unsurprisingly - mommy Jared. 

"_WHAT . 

I winced. "Last year. I was being hunted by James, remember? 
Victoria's mate. He bit me." I showed them the scar, which remained 
along with my new ones from Laurent; pale and silvery. 

"How did you not turn? We're susceptible pre-phase." Sam 
muttered . 

Shattered mirrors. Pain, pain in my leg, in my hand; fire in my 
veins. Moonlight poorly lighting a hunter with a feral grin and red 
eyes. I shuddered, remembering that agony of being bitten. "They 
sucked the venom out. He did. Him." 

Jake snarled. "He's drunk from you?" He turned to Sam, eyes gleaming. 
"That's violation of the treaty." 

I protested weakly, "It was to _prevent_ me from turning." 

Jake growled. "He's got a taste now. No wonder the little shit 
left-" 

The gaping hole in my chest felt more present than ever. I guess it 
showed in my face (or, as Quil pointed out, was obvious by the way I 
hugged my chest) , because Jacob took one look at me and softened. 
"Sorry, Bells . " 

I nodded. "I understand." my voice said quietly. 

Sam sighed. "For now, let's try to get you out. Emily says your room 
is practically ready." 


End 
f ile . 



